£ By STEPHEN RUDOLPHE

. ‘Daring Captain  Thwarts
of His Pirati-
cal Crew

‘£ The rusty little treight stesmer Me-
@ora bobbed tubbilly in a rising sen
On every quarter stretched the Car-
fhbean, its calm blue face changlng
to ugly gray green as ominous dark
clouds raced up from the horizon. It
dia not need a land lubber's glance
at the falling barometer to fnform the
Sojitary passenger that a gale was
brewing.

.51 was the solitary pessenger. My
firm had sent me to Trinidad island
to install some new machinery at one
of the big sugar estates, and the steam-
er on which I had sailed from New

‘¥ork had paused at & Cuban port of

call. 1 bad gone ashore and been left
‘behind, Through the courtesy of busi-

‘ness friends and part owners in the
Medora it -was lestned that the Jittle

_freighter was about to clear for Port
'of Spain, and desplte the protests of the
peppery little captaln I sailed as a pas-
senger in the wake of my own steamer,
Plainly ;I was an unwelcome guest
The captain ignored ,me. The two
mates scowled upon me and whispered
darkly together. The crew of four vil-
Iainous looking blacks grinned savage-
ly when I appenred on deck. The
Beotch engineer patronized me and
smoked my cigars. :

: Because of their hostile attitude to-

" xvard me I came to the conclusion that

there was some mystery about this
voyage of the Medora, and I 1dly

“ donght for some clew to its solution.

‘it so happened that I had not to search
‘far. The ‘soluton was™to be thrust
upon me in the most unwelcome and
; manmner.

-+ Now the Medora, in light ballast, pro-
‘cpeded to toss giddily on her south-
ward-way. and I watched the rise and
#all of her bow with anxious eyes.
Landsman as I was, X scented the
“coming storm and I dreaded it

<. Captain Sayles trotted past me, hls
Mttle nutcracker face wrinkled in its
habltual frown, his grizzled mustache
twisted flercely upward in two polnts.
‘He squirted tobacco juice perilously
glose to my white ynchting ghoes in
mute but contemptuous recognition of
my presence, altBough he never glanc-
ed at me.

‘When the captain had disappeared
.the first mate slouched past.
~ »Good afternoon, Blake,” I said
cheerfully,

*“*Noon,” he returned morosely.

4 *Tooks like a hufricane.”

)

. «Nothing doing,” he said contrarily.

‘He stopped short, bent a hand over his

@yves and squinted nhead. Bells were
Inging below in the engine room, and

the horizon line was changing.

¢ . “We're putting back,” I rejolced.

G “Putting back, eh? I'll see about

that!"” muttered the mate, and he can-

tered forward in the wake of the cap-

tain.

YiFar to the northenst I could see the

hazy blue coast of Cuba Hfting above

i
B

r
il

=

/]

HEECOND MATE SPRANG INTO THE BOAT.
*“‘COME ON LADS,"” HE YELLED.

the horizon, but evefy now and then it
was blotted outr by the mountainons
waves.
‘'The gale arrived without further
warning,
. With a whistling shriek of rage the
wWinds ripped loose and sent the little
gteamer careening over the olly sea.
reat ' churning waves slapped the
gaving sides of the Medora, and
ymothering volleys of foam broke on
the decks. There wis an ominous
greenish glare on sea and sky.
‘1 tore open the door of the compan-
{inpway. and the wind slammed It be-
hipd me. catapulting me neatly down
the brass bound steps to the oilcloth of
the cabin flcor. where | slid helplessly
tb and fro with every slant of the ship

:The throb of the s was stilled,
and I heard the rush of running feet
n deck and the mufiled cries of men.
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.a heavy swell into the harbor and

‘ecaught it deftly, and I belped Sandy
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If théy were abandoning the Medora |
1 was caught like a rat In a trap. The
16kt time 1 coasted to the foot of the |
gtairs I caught the lower one and |
climbed up. I fairly tumbled through i
the door and gained the deck.

Captaln and crew were In a strug- |
gling group around a solltary boat |
swinging at the port davits. Far|
astern the remnining three boats float- |
ed bottom upward. All around us was
the dark fury of thestorm, and straight |
abead loomed the large bulk of o pulm |
covered island. Between us and a safe |
harbor there ran a hungry. snarling.
white toothed reef with one narrow
opening.

I took in #he scene at n glance—land, |
sen, sky and the deck of the steamer,
where two opposing forces et, on
one side the ngly mates and mutinous
black crew and ranged ngalnst them
the fiery little captain and the hulking
engineer, Sandy McAlpin.

4IF the old tub's going down glve |
us the money,” threatened Blake, flour- |
ishing an iron bar. |

«Have your cholce—stay here and
sink with the money or take the boat |
and cast off!" screamed Captaln Sayles. |

The mutineers hesitated. The wheel |
was lashed, and the gale was driving
the Medora straight toward the ugly
reefi . Pechapa they were thinking that |
if the Medora breke on the reef they i
would still haye a chance at whatever |
treasure they had in view. Of it I bad |
no inkling.

A large wave came hurtiing nloug.!
and the second mate sprang into the |
boat. “Come on, lads” be yellel, |
“We'll come back and get the money |
when the sea goes down.”

With one accord his mates followed
him into the boat and lowered awaey. |
The chains swung free agarin as the |
boat rode on the crest of a wave and |
disappeared in the tumult of water.

“Aha!” yelped Captain Sayles, slant-
ing a cold blue eye in my direetion. |
“Why didn’t you go along too? Don't|
you know we're sinking?" {

“I'Il take a chance with you,” I sald |
grufly, and 1 knew it was a long |
chance, because [ couldn’'t swim a
stroke.

Without furtber parley Captain |
Sayles leaped up the ladder to the|
wheelhouse and grasped the wheel |
The Medora was headed toward ‘the!
opening in the reef. It struck me tben |
that, no matter avhere the Medora was |
wrecked, the mutineers might reach |
her unless she sank to the bottom. |
There her mysterions treasure would |
be lost to all.

Sandy ecome running from below.
“All ready!™ he sang out. “I'll stand |
by with a Hne!"

“Raft?” roared the captaln. |

“Aye; come, lubber,” sald Sandy to |
me, and I Went. I

Another five minutes and the Medorn |
shot through the opening in the reef
tnto water churned into froth by the
gale. Throughsmoky spume lifted by |
her bow 1 caught a glimpse of land
edged with a mangrove swamp. Just
then Sandy rushed me over the side
on to the teetering raft. As we broke |
awny from the steamer I saw the cup—i
tain's weather heaten face at the rall
and a lnmp rose in my throat.

“Can't he come with us?’ I protest-
ed angrily.

“Stow that.” growled Sandy, bending
to the single oar. *The captain 'l be
knowin® what he's aboot.”

1 watched the Medora as we drew
away from her: Little by little she
was settling in the water. The waves
washed her main deck, splashed the
cabin windows, nnd then, as if tired
of playing with its victim, the sea sent

pushed the tired little steamer down
nnder the waves,

The captain leaped wide as the ves-
sel swirled down, a wet line whistled
toward him from Sandy’s hand. he

pull the plucky little fellow aboard. 1
held my pocket flask to his blue lips.
and he growled thanks.

When I turned my head the Medora
had vanished and the raft to which we
clung was spinning about In the whirl-
pool of her suctlon. All at once wind
and waves sent up heaving shoreward
among the mangroves. Abandoning
the raft. we floundered through the
swamp amonz the tangled rodt= nnd
circled to the left. where we found =
crescent of snowy beach washed with
ereaniing combers. It was good to be
upon lnnd once more.

We lunss ptrselves tdown on the sand,
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| down under there.”

| have you to say. Sundy McAlpin?" She

and soon we were comforted in clouds
of smoke that whipped to and fro in
the wind, ;

“Do you know where we are, cap-
tain?’ I asked presently. v

“Palm island,” he said shortly.

Sandy langhed. “Captain’s knawin®
it weel enough, lubber: - It's back here
he lives” He pointed a thumb toward
the jungle clad hill behind us,

“Then this is a familiar harbor?” I
questioned. for I was puzzled at the
logs of the Medora within thls com-
paratively safe harbor. Sayles could
have benched the vessel. but of course
he could not help her sinking. Un-
doubtedly he was trying to beach her
when she foundered. Probably she
lenked like a sieve. Still the careless
anconcern—nay, rellef—with which cap-
tain and engineer viewed the loss of
the steamer excited my curlosity.

“You must know this harbor like a
hook,” | insisted.

RBofore the capinin could reply =a
heavy step grated on the sand and a
*all. gaunt framed woman, her arms
loaded with driftwood, stared at us
with hard., round eyes. TUnder her
stea®y gnze 1 fancled the captain
shrank to smaller proportions. I would

hardly have been surprised had be
vanished altogether, absorbed in the
angry fire of her glance.

“Hello, .Hilsie,” he sald meekly
enough.
«“Well, Charlie Bayles,” she broke

forth at last. “what are ¥you dolng
here, laying off like o lord or a high
duke? 1 thought you'd cleared for
Port of Spain.”™
“We're wrecked, Mrs. Sa¥ies” put in
Sandy politely. : .
“Wrecked, is it?" Her eyes searched
our faces in growing incredulity.
“Aye, Elsie,” sald the captain sadly.
“Where's the Medora?" she demand-
ed, dropping the wood with a crash.
Captain Sayles pointed the stem of
his pipe toward the harbor. *“She lies

“I'd be proud to say it, Chariie
Sayles! Wrecked in your own port—
a pretty pair of sailormen ye be! What

whirled upon the Scotchman.

“She went doon,” replied Sandy.

“And the crew?”

*“They mutinted, and the pirates es-
caped with the one boat left. Whey're
hangin' aroond like sharks noo, waitin®
for''— He shot a glance at me and
stopped. ol

“And the hags of gold money ye was
trusted to tuke to Trinidad to pay off
the sugir bands?"' persisted the wo-
mian.

“Went doon with the Medora.”

“Fools” muttered the woman bltter-
Iy as she turned seaward. She stood
looking out over the gray water, and

car';sfst_p-o

“WE'RE WHECKED, MES. SAYLES," PUT IN
SANDY POLITELY.

I saw her hard eyes were dripping

tears. Suddenly she brushed a hand |

ncross her wet lids. Then she gured

intently at the spot wwhere the Medora

.Y moved to the water's edge and re-

;
i
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embarrassed eapt

viewed the events of the day. The
half submerged’ smokestack showed
plainly now. I had never ‘heard of
such an unseamanlike proceeding. but
it had required courage..

Although highly scandalized at the
remarkable mameuver executed by they
captain and engineer of the Medora to
preserve her golden freight. 1 N}Il_ﬂ-r
not belp laughimg until from very ex-
haustion T sank upon the sand. ~

Suddenly the ecaptain’s voice rasped

on my enr.
sCrving. lubber?® he asked dryly.
1 turned and wrung his borny Hittle
land. *“Captain, vou're m wonder—a

Hving wonder!”

“Humph!" snorted the captain.- bt
away back In his hard little blue eye
I canght an answerlng twinkle.

THOUSAD DOLLAR
RACES SCAEDULED

For the Central West Virginia
Fair at Clarksburg Sept.
1, 2, 3 and 4.

With six big stake races for purses
of $1,000 each and other big money
events to complete a varied and in-
teresting - program throughout the
four days of the meeting, the speed
program will be 2 capital feature of
the Central West Virginia Fair to be
held Monda¥’ Tuesday, Wednesdsy
and Thursday) September 1, 2, 3 and
4 on the big exposition grounds in
this city. =

The Central West Virginia Fair i8
a member of the celebrated” Lake Erle
Trotting Circult, which Is known 18
the Xxing of the half milers, and
through this membership many of the
most noted racers on the North Amer-
jcan continent will be brought to the
fair, ‘The circuit affords seventeen
weeks of contlnuous racing of the bet-
ter class in a string of progressive
cities. - The Central West Virginia
Falr precedes the ‘Wheellng and fol-
Jows the North Randall fair at Con-
neaut Lake, Pa.

All the stake races have closed with
ﬁ{g lists of noted horses entered but
there are nine other attractive avents,
which will remain open until 11 p. m,
August 27. H. E. Cork is the speed
secretary and his postofice address
is Box 581, Clarksburg, W va. All
the harness races will be governed by
rules of the National Trotting Assoc-
iation, of which the Central West Vir-
ginia Fair is & member, and the run-
ning events Wil conform to the Amer-
jcan Running Rules. The speed pPro-
gram is as follows:

Monday. Labor Day, September 1.

No. 1—2:25 Trot, (Closed)
PUTBO «ccevssssanrsarssssnmas $1,000

No. 2—2:15 Pace, (Closed)
PUPBE .vessrenmsssssaissnwss 1,000
No.. 3—2:28 Trot, Purse .....- 400
No. 4—2.10 Pace, Purse ,...-- 400

Tuesday, September 2.

No. 5—2:19 Pace, (Closed)
b 7Y i e S S e S $1,000
MNo. 6—Free-for-all ‘Pace, ....- 500
No. T—2:17 Trot .-ecoveiea-es 400
No. 8—2:24 Trot ....--ci0ec== 400

Wednesday, September 3.

No. 9—2:17 Pace, (Closed)
PR 2 a4k i aretare v s riein e $1,000

‘No. 10—2:25 Pace, (Closed)
Piree: o e e e S S 100
No: 11—2:13 Pace, Purse .....- 400
No. 12—2:15 Trot, Purge ...--- 400

Thursday, September 4.

No. 13—2:19 Trot, (Closed)
PULBE | ciakiateesss oo S 1,000
No. 14—2.18 Pace, Purse ...... 400
No. 17—2:22 Pace, Purse ....-- 400

Sleep Is First Necessity.
A very frequent cause, of nervous-
ness in many persons is loss of sleep.
it glves rise to headacHhes and neural-
gif, and is mainly responsible for
other distréssing ailments. The man
or woman whose sleep is unduly dis-
turbed as the result of heavy mental
work, by night watching at the bed-
side of the sick or through irregular
hours of employment, should endeavor
to secure a little refreshing sleep
whenever possible in order to make
up for the loss sustained. Tor not
only will headaches and other ail-
ments develop from sleeplessness, but

had gone down. The waves were rock-
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B& D
'new autobusses

For the convenience of
our out-of-toywn patrons we
are now operating automo-
biles: between all railroad
stations and the £tore.

Rooms 651-3%
: P
Room 208 k2

Patrons can takeé bur new
Autobusses to and fromn
Pennsylvania Statiofi, B. <
0., Lake E.r'i'e “gud Wabash
Stations witheudt charge.

Stops wi]l- alsa be made,
both wu'}fs; at Wopd and
Liberty (un Liberty.)

Will stop on signal at cor-
ner of Federal St. (6th St.)
and Penn Ave. or Federul
(6th St.) and Liberty.

The Autobusses will run
all day, leaving the store 8 A.
M., and for the last trip, o
P.M.

Ladies
Hoom B33-641-43 2
Rooma 320-311 - TS

Roomus 845-046%-64¢ = &

lafe Ina. Co.,

—

Special Agent Mutual
Mezzanine Floos

Isaac H. McMichael

Isaac H. McMichael,
chief page of the house of repre-
sentatives, and more lately an
vator conductor in the house office
building, accuses Congressman
James T. McDermott, the labor :cr-
resentative of the Chicago stock-
yards district, of working with Col-
onel Martin Mulhall an
tional Association of Manufacturers
to tgefcati, t'"iffr leglsllat%%und ﬂ:i
getting $7,600 from the ington

awnbrokers for his efforts to de-
eat the “loan shark bill” in the
house.

McMicha:1 is said to be receiving
$75 a month, from a New York news-
paper for writing the story of his
twenty years’
employe.

" Good Air in the House.
Clean air in the house is as much a
necessity to health as clean water,
and, inasmuch as a considerable por-
tion of theair in the house rises from
the cellar, the cellar must be &s clean
and pure as it is desired that the
house atmosphere shall be. ‘In the ab-
sence of any ventilating system win-
dows and doors must do the work of
bringing in and letting out the air. The
Impure alr must escape to make room
for pure air. = Open the windows at
the tdp as well at the bottom, the
warmer air at the top of the room will
thus pass gut. Keep one window on
the top floor open a little most of the
time to provide a general air-escape
{for the whole house. When airing bed-
rooms -in the morning leave the cup-
board door open. A sleeping room
ised as a sitting room during the day

tedtime. The bath room and the
kitchen need special ventilation, an

the nervous system will soon become
dousiderably dersnged s ‘a . conse-

i
AT =

thes former |

ele- |

the Na- |

service as a  capitol |

must be given 2 good airing be(ujgl

the living room must be well aifed | Task

BOGSS & BUHL

F~'. . PITTSBURGH, PA,

GUBKSBURG'S FEPLY

Clarkshurg Accepts the Evidence and
Many Clarksburg Readers Will
Profit By It

| Which is the more welghty proof—
‘a few words from a Clarksburg resi-
| dent whom we know and respect, or

Olandns West, -

volumes fromi girangers In’ distant ; s
towns? There can be only one reply. Coal, Ofl and Ges, >
J. H. Stephenson, Supt. Metropoli= Room 313 ; Third P
|tan Life Insurance Co., 208 Ldncuoin YPTET
| Ave., Clarksburg, W. ‘Va., says: ANy Dr, J. n".‘.""-
| kidneys were disordered and caused Physiciam, -
| backache. Doan's Kidney Piils stop- Room 211% - Becond
[‘ped the aches and pxins and made my Ty
| kidnéys normal. Another of my fam- R, B. Wilson,
| 11y suffered a great deal from lame Iawyer, F
| back and weak kidneys. Doan's Kid-| Room 208 e Second

;‘ney Pills gave complete rTellef in this

caze. A few years ago L publicly en-
| doreel Doan's Kidney Pills and I don’t
| hesitate to confirm that statement.”

If your back aches—or your kidneys
bother you. doen™ simply ask for a kid-
ney remedy—ask distinctly for Doan’s
| Kidncy Pills, the same that My Steph-
| enzon had—the remedy back by home
| testimony. 50¢ all stores. Foster-
| Milburn Co., Props., Buffalo, N. Y.—
| Adertisement. —

Dr. B, D. Rumbsugis,

Rooms ’_I._!_-"“ -

West Virginia Falr Amociation
Room 649 ; Fixth

Dr. J. P. McGu

.‘DO\"'T SPANK YOUR CHILDREN.
| A litle boy on a eide street in
| Clarkshurg says he always connts on
| getting a spanking every Monday, be-
cause his mmamma does the washing
and 8 so tired and xross &hs womn'd
overlook his pranks. No wonder she
s 4ired and cross, but it-is hard on
the boy. 1If his mother would use Easy
soap she woul _ T




